VOLPONE; OR, THE FOX
ARGUMENT
V olpone, childless, rich, feigns sick, despairs,
O ffers his state to hopes of several heirs,
L ies languishing; his parasite receives
P resents of all, assures, deludes; then weaves
O ther cross-plots, which ope themselves, are told.
N ew tricks for safety axe sought; they thrive; when, bold
E ach tempts the other again, and all are sold.
PROLOGUE
Now, luck yet send us, and a little wit
Will serve to make our play hit; (According to the palates of the season.)
Here is rhyme, not empty of reason. This we were bid to credit, from our poet,
Whose true scope, if you would know it, In all his poems still have been this measure,
To mix profit with your pleasure; And not as some, whose throats their envy failing,
Cry hoarsely, all he writes is railing: And when his plays come forth, think they can flout them*
With saying, he was a year about them, To this there needs no lie, but this his creature,
Which was, two months since, no feature; And though he dares give them five lives to rnend it,
'Tis known, five weeks fully penn'd it, From his own hand, without a co-adjutor,
Novince^ journey-man, or tutor.